The fecond fart of 

ftewd prams, and dried cake$:a captainc?Gods ii°btthefc vil- 
laines wil make the word as odious as the word occupy, which 
was an excellent good words before it was il forted, therefore 
captains had ncecle look too t. 

Sard. Pray thee go downe good Ancient. 

Falfl. Hearke thee hither miftns Dol. 

Pin. Not I , I tell thee what corporall Bardolfe, I could 
tcare her, He bereuengdeof her. 

Hoy Pray thee go downc. 

Ptft. lie fee her damnd firft,to Plutoes damnd lake by this 
had to th'infernal deep, with crebus & tortures vile alfo : holde 
books and line, fay Ldownc, downe dogges,downefaters haue 
we not Hirenhere? 

Hon. Good captaine Peefcjl be quiet,tis very late yfaith, I 
befeeke you now aggrauate your chollcr. 

Fiji T hefe be good humors indcedc,{bal pack-horfes,and 
hollow pamperd iades of Afia which cannot goe but thirtic 
mile a day, compare with Caefars and with Canibals , andtro- 
iant Greekes?nay rather damne them with King Cerberus, and 
let the W elkin roare,fhalI we fall foule for toies? 

Hoft. By my troth captaine, thefe are very bitter words. 

Sard, Be gone good Ancient, this will grow to a brawlc 
anon. 

Pijl. Men like dogges giue crownes like pins, haue we not 
Hircn here? 

Hoft. A my word Captaine, theres none fiich here , what 
the goody eare dojyou thinke I would denie herifor Gods fake 
be quiet. ^ 

Sift. Then feed and be fat,my faire Calipolis , come giues 
fome facke, ft fortune me torment e fperato me contento, feare we 
brode fides?no,let the fiend giue lire, giue me fome facke, and 
fweet hart, lie thou there, come we to ful points herc?and are & 
exteraes, no things? 

Fa 1(1. Piftol, I would be quiet. 

Ptft, Sweet Knight, I kifle thy neaffe, what, we haue feenc 
the feuen ftarres. 

Dol, 




Henry the fourth. 

ZW.For Gods fake thruft him down ftaues,I cannot indurc 

fuch a fuftian rafcall, .on., 

< P ft Thruft him downc ftaircs, know we not Galloway 

°Falft. Quaite him downe Bardolfe like a fhoue-groat (hil- 
ling, nay, and a doe nothing but fpeake nothing, a flrali be no- 
thing here. . 

Sard Come, get you erowne ftaires. 

Pill, What lhall we haue incifion? (hall we imbrew? then 
death rocke me a flccpe, abridge my dolefull daies: why then 
let grieuons gaftly gaping wounds vntwinde the lifters three, 
come Atropofe I fay. 

Hoft. Hcres goodly ftuffe toward. « 

Pal ft. Giue me my rapier, boy. 

Dol I pray thee Iacke,I pray thee do not drawe. 

Pal. Get you downe ftaires. 

Hoft. Heres a goodly tumult, ile forfweare keeping houfe a- 
fore ile be in thefe tirrits and frights, fo, murder 1 warant now, 
alas,alas,putvp your naked weapons, putvp your naked wea- 
pons. 

Dol, I pray thee lack be quiet, the rafcal’s gone,ah you hor- 
fon little vliaunt villainc you. 

Hoft. Are you not hurte i th groyne?mc thought a made a o 
fhrewd thruft at your belly. 

Pal. HaHe you turnd him out a doores? 

"Bar. Y ea fir, the rafcal s drunke, you haue hurt him fir i’th 
fhoulder. 

Fa!. A rafcall to bvaue me? 

Dol A you fweet little rogue you, alas poore ape how thou 
fweatft , come let me wipe thy face , come on you horfone 
chopsra rogue, yfaith Ilouethee, thou art as valorous as He- 
&or of T roy.woorth fiue of Agamemnon, & ten times better 
then the nine Worthies, a villainc! 

Pal. Ah rafcallv flaue! I will to fie the rogue in a blanket. 

Dol Do and thou darft for thy heart, and thou doft, ile can- 
uas thee betweenc a payre of fheetes. 

E Soy. 
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